post-satori scribbles 
by DEWnada 


Matter - Spirit sniffs 


the heart hymns: ALLAHU ALLAHU 
the breath psalms: YA-HU YA-HU 

the gut groans: RAAMA RAAM 

the mind sees: A-MITAA-BHA 

the soul hears: MAHANANDA NAAD 
the spirit knows: HARI AUM PRASAD 


Light caresses Darkness. 

Life tastes Oneness. 

Organs intuit Gnosis. 

Psyche savors Aletheia’s odors. 


To perceive non-dual Nirvana, 
To rescue all bound in Samsara, 
Dance with your grief, 

Uplift the good thief, 

Fall far down the well, 

Spread starlight in Hell. 


Be low 


Below life's undertow 

a current of knowing flows. 
That infinite currency 

is the cure all. 
Within this 

moving luminousness, 
sits seeded 

sacred darkness. 
There conjoin to me 

mire-muse 

in inviolable paradox. 


TC name poem 1 


Tat Inanna, Fae Regina! 
Thy Word-caress surely, 
bests a fuck-fest for me. 
This world is seeming 
wholey whoring-whorling. 
| aspire to the fire 

in Thy unstruck centre. 


Is my muse amused, 
at this fool's word-nerdery? 


TC name poem 2 


Catalina 

Ekaterina 

Eka Terra in Ah 

Your Maha Aham song-bomb 

has exploded my sundari ashram. 
Take these ashes. 

For thee do they still somehow 
feel and long. 

I'm gone. 

Gate Gate Hamsa Soham. 


Devil God 
The devil's in the details / The god is in the (w)hole 
The devil demands data / God suggests nuance 


The God-Gun The Gana-Gum 

I'm Gone Ganapatayei Gate Gate 
Fuck fucking 

Death dies 

Whores want more 

l'Il just be a rut-slut 

and rot on the road 

that is the rota of red Radha 

Its effortless 


Sister Despair 


Lady Despair, you trail closer each year. 

When your arctic breathe freezes my burnt heart’s bodhicitta, 
Nearness to Otherpower’s furnace is my only recourse. 

Lord save me from my self-loathing and lead me on toward re-homing. 
Aum Hara Hum Ami Taam 


Despair do spare me 

Though a sinner | be 

Guilt go to Christos 

Sadness flow to Theotokos 

Pain burrow low 

| stick my limbs into the Holy Wounds 
Tears still stream 

Sufferings still scream 

But handing it all over 

To Blessed Mother and Holy Savior 
Spaciousness without blemish is promised. 


If oblivion 


If oblivion, then no concerns 

But psyche knows life ever burns 

If illusion some say no despair 

But dreams are real & O how they tear 

If forgiveness the count me in 

Yet self-damnation seems my eternal twin 
If Omegarcha then Jai Sri Ma 

Yet even if not, more Ma Ma Ma 


What Regrets Are Yet To Get 


| have lived and thus I’ve errored; 
No returning to make right. 

| am haunted by my memories; 

God | call Thee blinding light. 

In bright white union blazing; 

No absences remaining; 

Bind me to my lost dear loved ones; 
Else erase me til that day comes. 
Divine include the greatest trauma, 
to bring us healing, Abba-Amma. 


Isn’t / Is 


Hell isn’t other people. 

Hell is your own mind. 

Limbo isn’t for unbaptized. 

Limbo’s for the bleary-eyed. 
Purgatory isn’t waiting. 

Purgatory’s now inside. 

Heaven isn’t God’s grand dwelling. 
Heaven’s to calm-abide. 

Nirvana isn’t nothing. 

Nirvana is to Clarify. 


GRRR 


Grief is greed, 

the greed to change what is unchangeable. 
Grief will breed, 

breed in pools unfathomable. 

Grief has need, 

the need to be ever edible. 

Grief will recede, 

recede through the Name Unutterable. 
When the Unuttered unfurls, it is a marvel. 
‘Tis grief’s dissolution and dispersal. 
Through grief’s wounds, to Love’s core. 

No need to escape, only to endure. 
Beyond grieving there’s untouched space, ever pure. 
Let sorrow suffer passing. 

Such ripped right fruit is everlasting. 

Hope against every odd, dear soul. 

The impossible is the only worthy goal. 


Ab Sur Ditty 


How is there bearing of this tearing apart? 

Dionysus is dismembered, each part asundered. 
Christ & Osiris & Attis, all tortured. 

What good is a god whose trauma is less then yours? 
Should we not ask for more? 

| cannot. But gaze at the broken Savior 

and plead for my pain, not just guilt, to be transferred. 
It’s too much for this tiny morsel, my mortal vessel. 

O how | await the inbreak of the Absurd. 


Shit crap poetry 


Your shit crap poetry won’t redeem you. 

Your lip smack quackery doesn’t flatter you. 

Your love lorn loss gloss doesn’t help anything. 
Your fucked luck sob saga isn’t worth mentioning. 


Aham 


Several breaths, then death... 
Be ins and freak outs, 

That’s what life begets. 

Who knows what death spouts? 


How to undo? 


Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! 

No Fix Fix Fix! 

To ideate will terminate 
you! 


Bog-us 


Holy Mother, are You real? 

If so why not silence this opera of cries? 
Glory Father, what’s the deal? 

Do You hail the flail-wailing in this vale of sighs? 
Fully Lover, why must You conceal? 

| fear we invent You, more lies upon lies... 


Endless crap into That 


Guilt mud piles | gather from my gut-eye, 

Making slimes pies to feed to Him Crucified. 
Christos eats and digests, then spurts out His best: 
Sri Heart spittle that loose-lightens my mind-bind. 
But only for a time... 


For still | am a harbor of fears, 

A wealth of unwholesome action despite advanced years. 
Existence seems a hellish pit, so | mine out more shit, 
and keep feeding the Sin-eater my life crimes. 

See how He dines... 


| cannot forgive, yet Sophia says | CAN. 

She whispers recollections of The Great | AM. 
Flesh gropes blindly. Dear Lady have pity. 

For unjust feces, piss and puss is my legacy. 
Her Wisdom: “Regardless, Light shines...” 


If | howl “Mercy” in the darkness, what fruit returns? 
Echoing sadness, yet still my soul yearns 

to trust in a vastness beyond calamity. 

Great Devourer taste our sours 

and transmute them into Thee, Sweet Infinity. 

For knowing-unification creation pines... 


